Siam
beautiful windows with their wreathed bars, one
can still see traces of colouring on the robes
and faces; and sometimes in the tiaras of the
Apsaras, a little gold, spared by time, continues
to shine. As I advance I do not cease to watch
the velvet guardians above; the flagstones give
out a hollow sound, and when my footsteps
make too great a noise, some pairs of hairless
wings are unfolded; a bat stretches itself, wakes
another one, and a general stirring ensues.
Then I stand quite still, as if turned to stone,
until all are asleep again.
What is difficult to understand is that the
wall with its multitude of figures seems to be
in a single piece over a length of some hundreds
of yards; it needs a close scrutiny to detect the
joints of the enormous stones which have been
pkced together in line without the help of any
cement, and adjusted with the same rigorous
precision as in the monuments of Egyptian
antiquity.
In the middle of each side of the quadrilateral,
a portico opens from this outer gallery and gives
access to the central court, where rises the
pagoda properly so-called, the prodigious mass
of sculptured stone scaling the blue sky. Into
that I hesitate to penetrate, intimidated, perhaps,
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